CHAPTER    XXIII
Turbulent Days
AFTER I HAD SPENT five years at Dartmoor a mutiny broke out at
Wormwood Scrubs and, as apparently I had acquired some reputation
as a mutiny breaker, I was sent for. It was an instructive experience.
When I entered the prison I found Mr. D-----, one of the Prison
Commissioners charged with the care of Wormwood Scrubs, holding
an inquiry. This was almost his first experience of meeting criminals
face to face, and criminals they were* The mutiny had broken out in
C block, where convicts undergoing their separate confinement
were kept. After smashing up their cell furniture and intimidating
the warders, they had contrived to climb to the skylight and had
smashed it. Thereafter one of them had climbed on to the roof some
sixty feet from die ground and, having a sense of humour and being
no mean acrobat, he had performed feats at this giddy height, attract-
ing a crowd of sightseers from the dwellings that bordered on the
Scrubs. He varied his performance by occasionally retreating into one
of the wooden ventilators on the roof and singing to the warders below
one of the music-hall songs at the moment which was popular on
account of its refrain, "I wouldn't leave my little wooden hut for
you/' and "Gilbert, the Filbert":
Oh Hades, the ladies,
They leave their wooden huts,
For Gilbert, the Filbert,
The Colonel of the Knuts.
The newspapers were full of sensational matter, and almost every
one of them had double headlines about the prison mutiny. Reporters
were camped about my doorstep.
Though the " mutiny " had been quelled and the prison was now
quiet, it had left a strainge legacy of terror behind it. The chief warder,
who had been a corporal major in the Life Guards and looked it, took
me round the prison.  The four halls were connected by a roofed
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